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^^e perfect ^ne. 

I'M looking- on the Perfect One, 
Before the Throne for me, 
My scanty vision filled with Him, 
Myself I cannot see. 

The Father fondly gazes there 

Completely satisfied ; 
And since Vm bound up with my Lord 

What harm can there betide ? 

I lonor to represent him here 

Since He and I are one : 
To live, indeed, as one in whom 

The eternal life's begun. 

I walk upon this sin-stained world 

And utterly am free 
From guilt that I myself have wrought, 

O wondrous mystery ! 

I wait upon this distant earth 

Far from my native sky. 
My place already in that Home 

Where I shaW dNveW ox\\v\^. 



O glory, glory for His sake 

So soon to come to me, 
When I shall cast my given crown 

And lowly bow the knee : 

O grace, O grace, I can but sing 

With faltering accents here ; 
The endless song through Heaven shall ring 

When it shall all appear. 

O love, O love, so strange and sweet, 

I cannot sound its height, 
That bore my sin's disgraceful load 

That I might walk in white. 

The Father's depths of holiness. 

My depths of guilt to reach. 
The Pertect One has met it all 

And precious is to each. 

O most sweet trysting place of grace 

Where God doth meet with me ; 
And I shall see Him face to face, 
And praise eternally. 
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WEET refrain for every day 
As I wena my pilgrim way, 
I can confidently say 

Jesus loves me I 



Sweet refrain for every place, 
Truth no time can e'er erase ; 
Where I sojourn, in His grace 

Jesus loves me ! 

Sweet refrain for gladsome Spring, 
When with songs the wild woods ring : 
This the keenest joy shall bring, 

Jesus loves me ! 

Sweet refrain for brightest days 
When I tread life's pleasant ways, 
This shall tune the deepest praise 
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Sweet refrain for suffering, 

All shall some choice blessing bring"; 

In deep waters I will sing 

Jesus loves me ! 

Sweet refrain if I shall lie 
Faint and low, and like to die, 
Jesus then will be most nigh — 

Jesus loves me ! 

Sweet refrain when Christ appears, 
When His glorious advent nears 
I shall know no guilty fears 

Jesus loves me ! 

Sweet refrain beyond the skies. 

As the songs eternal rise, 

And He shall greet my enraptured eyes. 

Jesus loves me I 

Sweet refrain when time is o'er 
Echoing on the far off shore 
Jesus loves me evermore. 

Jesus loves me ! 



^e ^ave f ^is ^oxxfxbence. 

I SEE my Jesus dying- 
Upon the awful tree : 

His wounds — ?ny wounds, His blood— 
niy blood, 

He did it all as me. 

I know my Priest has entered 
For me before the throne ; 

My certain hope has centered 
In that High Priest alone. 

I know my Lord is living 

Within the veil for me, 
To tell in God the Father's ears 

His own unfailing plea. 

My Christ is very precious ; 

God's own appointed Lamb : 

God's choice for me, my soul's choice 
too, 

And one of H\s, \ ^tcvx 
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I feel my Saviour near me, 
My head is on his breast, 

I am very weak and weary, 
But he gives me perfect rest. 

My precious Burden Bearer, 
My rich unchanging friend ; 

Feeling each sorrow, knowing all. 
And with me to the end ! 

I know the master called me 
To the service erst unseen ; 

A path of strange, sweet privilege 
And trial, it has been. 

He is so very near me 
In the rough path I take : 

The loving Saviour would not let 
His anxious child mistake. 

But my Beloved's coming 
Soon, soon He shall appear, 

His footsteps on the mountains 
J seem almost to hear, 



II 

O hasten, my Beloved, 
Cleave these fair azure skies ; 

And let Thy glory and Thy face 
Greet these poor longing eyes ! 

Mine be no idle waiting, 

But of service, Lord, for Thee : 

Service of lip, and hand, and life, 
As thou shalt show to me. 

The resting place is yonder. 

The prize is very dear ; 
Each day it groweth fonder, 

Each day it draweth near. 

But quickly come. Lord Jesus, 
Thy Bride would be at Home ; 

We wait, we weep, we watch for Thee, 
Come Jesus, quickly come ! 



— ^JVo^Sf — 
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^rif f en for a ^eax friend in 

JlffCicfion. 

JESUS, gentle Jesus, 
I am very weak, 
But thy help is mighty, 
And that help I seek : 
Weak, too weak to utter 

All my deep, deep need. 
But thou knowest all things,. 
And my heart can'&t read. 

Jesus, mighty Jesus, 

I am sore opprest ; 
Thou* art undertaking. 

In Thy power I rest : 
In this night T^ou see'st, 

Though to me 'tis gloom, 
I will wait the morning. 

It will surely come, 



Jesus, loving- Jesus, 

I have trusted Thee, — 
I dare not doubt the atoning blood 

Of suffering Calvary. 
In myself a sinner. 

Lost and all undone. 
But complete in Thee, Lord, 

Thou and I are one. 

Jesus, precious Jesus, 

Not my love to Thee, 
Not my faith or feeling 

Is my soul's strong plea : 
Out of me entirely, 

Just what Jhou hast done ; 
I a feeble sinner, 

Thou, God's beloved Son. 
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O-DAY I climb the Great Orme's Head, 
And perch and sit above the sea ; 

And something in the book I y^^^ 
Awakes a chord oi poe?»^* 
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I like this dreamy Autumn day 
Far better than the fitful Spring ; 

So sunset slopes of life oft bring- 
Bright calm, when youth has passed away. 

This fading bracken has its spell, 
'Tis brighter than it was in spring 

With tints, like time shall always bring 
Into a life that is lived well. 

soft sea line, so dim and blue, 
Meeting unconsciously the sky ; 

So kindred to its lovely hue 

I cannot which is which descry : 

1 want the life within my soul, 

So kindred thus to that on high, 
That when I lay me down to die 

No wondrous change shall mark the goal. 

breath of heather and of thyme, 

Fresh from the mountains breezy height, 

1 hail thee in my vagrant rhyme. 

And grateful breathe thee vjixh delight. 
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Thus, soul of mine, breathe thou the air 
So pure of Beulah's mountain sod ; 

The atmosphere of praise and prayer 
And living intercourse with God. 

I watch yon fairy barque so gay, 
With tiny sails of snowy white ; 
Skim like a bird the lovely bay, 

Now on its wavelets bounding light. 

The great deep sailed so sweetly o'er 
By the frail thing so helpless cast ; 

Its billows only tossing fast 
Its happy voyage to the shore. 

Thus, soul of mine, o'er all the way, 
Dangerous and drear, or sad and lone, 

Thy God shall steer thee all the way 
Till thou shalt safe be gathered Home. 



■U'O^SXr— 
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^uiet Resting ^Caces. 

THERE are moments of glad ecstacy when 
sin is first forgiven, 
That seem to lift the new-born soul to the very 

verge of Heaven ; 
But of all the way He's led me, nothing so sweet 

can be, 
As the quiet resting places where my Lord 
communes with me. 

Love of the souFs espousals I it is jubilant and 

strong, 
Where the new found joy o'erflows the heart, 

and life is a sweet song ; 
But with all its fervent gladness and its rapture, 

I would be 
In the quiet resting places where my Lord 

communes with me. 

I like not well the fitfulness, so mixed with self- 
alloy, 
Sinking so low, or rising high, with conscious, 
changeful joy ; 
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Life once seemed full of purposes, right noble 

things were planned, 
But I carve them out no longer, they have fallen 

from my hand, 
And if I keep a purpose, it is only just to be 
In the quiet resting places where my Lord 

communes with me. 

Ye need not deem it lonely, or sorrowful, or sad, 
Earth has no place so golden bright, not one so 

richly glad ; 
In the certainty of changeless love 'tis passing 

sweet to be 
In the quiet resting places where my Lord 

communes with me. 

The will that rules with tyrant hand, the self 

that dogs the iread, 
'Tis sweet to lay them all aside as cerements of 

the dead ; 
'Tis grand to have no ownership of self, and 

lowly be 
In the quiet resting places where tcv^ 1j5»\<\ 

communes with me. 
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In the quiet resting places let me bear His image 

bright, 
I would speak, or keep glad silence, as is good 

in His dear sight ; 
And equal where I wander and equal where I be 
Since 'tis the quiet places and my Lord communes 

with me. 

'Tis not some great thing I can do, or the much 
service wrought 

That pleases Him who is my Lord, but the quiet, 
loving thought ; 

He would rather have me near Him, much 
sooner would I be 

In the quiet resting places where He can com- 
mune with me. 

"^one bown info ^is garden fo 

A THOUSAND flowers bloomed and blushed 
Under the gardener's care. 
And ravishing their fragrance gushed, 
Their tints were rich and rare. 
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Of every shade, and form, and hue, 

Vying in beauty all. 
Yet one in preference he knew, 

A lily, white and small. 

None but a florist's eye would see 

Its modest, lowly stem 
In that galaxy bright and free, 

Each flower a very gem ; 

But ever as he entered there 

Jhat flower filled his gaze, 
Each plant received his watchful care. 

But this his smile could raise. 

One day the gardener's beaming eye 

Sought its accustomed place, 
But sought in vain, the flower had gone 

With all its scent and grace ; 

' What daring hand has snatched my prize, 
What ruthless foot been here,' 

He says, with anger in his e^e^ 
And an unbidden teat^ 
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He turns to ply his eager quest 
But One to meet him comes, 

The master he, and in his breast 
The very floweret blooms. 

The gardener drops his angry eye 
As his heart whispers right, 

' He is the owner and not I, 
And His the lily white ! ' 

O mother, nurturing for the skies 
The seedling plant of Heaven, 

Let no dark murmurings arise 
It is but lent, not given ; 

And if bereft the cot to-night, 
And if the stillness come. 

The well-Beloved has the right 
To gather lilies Home. 



— <p2Vo<5f^- 
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DARK, dark the night that Jesus bore 
for thee, 
And sad the shadows passing o'er his soul, 
To Calvary a weary sufferer led, 

He presses on to reach the awful goal. 

They scourge, they mock Him, crown Him with 
the thorns. 

And nail Him to the shameful suffering cross, 
See, it grows dark. He bows His head and dies, — 

The Son of God, — lest thou should suffer loss. 

O Blood that bought so dear thy worthless soul, 
O Cross born freely for thy crimson sin ; 

The Saviour thou hast scorned, neglected long. 
Open thy careless heart and let Him in ! 

To-day ! to-day I He pleads — the loving One — 
He will not always stand, and knock, and wait, 

O spurn not dying love and sovereign grace 
Lest thou should'st have to cry '* too late I 
too late 1 " 
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gentses xxi, 10, 11, 12. 

HAGAR ! the morn is breaking, 
Our parting- is at hand : 
God bids me, I must send ye forth 
As strangers in the land. 

Ishmael ! my own son, that first 

Greeted my aged eyes, 
Thy boyish glee has made my tent 

An earthly paradise ; 

*Tis hard to give the farewell kiss 

And tell thee to depart, — 
Part of my life goes forth with thee, 

Part of this aching heart. 

Like ivy, clinging round me 
Has grown this tender love ; 

My eyes will miss thee all around, 
They must learn to look above. 

This soul of mine is torn and pained, 

I hear the voice Divine, 
Isaac is dear, but so art thou. 

He Is, and /^ou art mine, 
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My God be near and comfort me, 
And let my faith be bright, 

So I can camly see them go 

From out my tear dimmed sight ! 

Haste, haste then Hagar, linger not. 
The dawn is coming fast, 

But few lone stars their vigils keep, 
I shall grow calm at last. 

Take, take the leathern botde. 
And cakes, and meat, and oil ; 

My boy must lie beneath the sky 
And on the earth's cold soil. 

m 

You will lead my Ishmael gently, 
You will watch, and care, I know ; 

A mother's heart will answer mine. 
And I mus/ let him go. 

Hagar, I'm grieving for thee, 
Grieving for this sad pain ; 

I think it ought not so to be 
Could all be o'er agam. 
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Still, still my heart with kindness 

Is full, lor him and thee, 
Our God shall yet a blessing bring, 

Our tearful eyes shall see. 

And I shall turn to Isaac, 

My God-permitting joy, 
And my strengthened faith the promise wait. 

Which nothing can destroy. 

^^e Suffering Servant. 

I WAS a busy laborer 
Into the vineyard sent, 
And very sweet it was to toil 
With strength that He had lent. 

The glow of such glad exercise 

Helpful to my own life, 
The way seemed almost easy 

Scarce wearisome the strife. 

On^ object lay before me, 
Poor wandering souls to win, 
k Or else to lay me down atvd die 

And rest to enter in. 
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Yet feeble knees may bend in prayer, 
Sad hearts a strain upraise ; 

Weak hands may find some labour low 
And any life some praise. 

§ §tanb at t^e boor atxb ^ttocR. 

I AM singing, sweetly singing, 
Over thee in love, 
Purchased jewel of my crown 

For the realms above. 

I am knocking, ever knocking, 

If weal or woe betide; 

I have seen thy spirit's yearning. 

Thou art not satisfied. 

I am waiting, sadly waiting 

All thy heart to win, 
I have best of joys to give thee, 
* Maiden, let Me in. 

I am wooing, gently wooing, 

Still would be thy Guest, 
Give thee victory in the stru^^l^\ 
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1 am calling, loudly caHing, 

And thy heart is stirred, 
Midst the many voices round thee 

Let My voice be heard. 

I am yearning, deeply yearning 

To make use of thee : 
To tell some other needy lost one 

How thou foundest Me. 

I am weeping, sadly weeping 

Long to bless to-day, 
Precious hours are passing o'er thee. 

Shall I go away ? 

I am weary, strangely weary, 

Hear My love's request : 
Open the door, my purchased one 

And give Me rest. 
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^wo anb ^wo. 

DEAR act of the gentle Master, 
So like our own loving" Lord, 
So sweet of the gracious Spirit 
To leave it upon record. 

He knew all John's shrinking meekness, 
And Peter's impetuousness too, 

And with contrary graces and weakness 
He linked them all two and two. 

So isolate, separate, lonely, 

ffts desolate path must be traced, 
He would save those He loved from the 
sorrow, 
Two and two they should travel the 
waste. 

He held on his breast at supper, 
And kept in his own deep heart 

The John who was the most like Hmxv 
Of the few that v^eAV.^^ ^^^x\. 
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And even in Bethany's quiet 

Sought friendship and fellowship deep, 
He took to Gethsemane with Him 

Loved watchers who only could sleep. 

And yet with it all, oh ! so lonely, 
So apart with His Father and God ; 

The mountain could satisfy only 
Where He wept and He prayed on the sod. 

O human, intensely, sweet Master, 
Not less than so gloriously Divine ; 

Shall our hearts ever shame, to distrust Thee, 
As we trace all the love that is Thine. 

We pause at the record so precious. 
Two and two for the hour of prayer : 

Two and two in the vineyard for labour, 
Two and two in the blessing would share. 



-SlKKif.^ 
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Jl ^ew gear's iJloffo. 

REV. iii, 2. 

ANOTHER year ! another year, 
Then live more earnestly, 
Set not thy hungry heart of love 

On aught below the sky. 
Bend to the conflict eagerly, 

The sun will soon be down. 
There are other earnest ones abreast. 
Let no man take thy crown. 

Another year ! another year 

Gone to eternity, 
With its faithful chronicle of deeds, 

And of all that failed to be ; 
Awaken now, redeem the time 

Thy sun will soon go down, 
Some other faithful laborer stands, 

Let no man take \i\^ crovaxv. 
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Another year ! another year. 
And thou art chosen, free, 

A place in Heaven, by Jesus' blood 
Already purchased thee ; 

Chosen in Him, and sharer in 
His glory and renown, 

Be faithful to thy high behest, 

• Let no man take thy crown. 

Another year ! another year 

Of grace and knowledge rare, 
Of longer stewardship of health 

Committed to thy care, 
A charge of dying souls to warn 

And some are passing down, 
It cannot be Christ lose His own, — 

Some one must take thy crown. 



Another year ! another year, 
O God forgive the past. 

The selfish luxury of peace 
That made my anchor fast. 



But left the foundering barques of souls 

Around me hasting- down : 
O grant me longer stewardship, 

Let no man take my crown ! 

^et). ae^eii, 20. 

BUSY servant in the vineyard, 
Earnest soldier in the fray, 
Cheer your heart, and upward glancing 
Think, — the Lord may come to-day. 

Weak and weary troubled mourner. 
Fearing dangers in the way, 

Be no longer sinful, caring, — 
For the Lord may come to-day ! 

Are you busy, all too busy 

With the things that fade away, 

Wealth, or fame, or gain, or pleasure. 
Leave them, — He may come to-day ! 

Or an idler in the vineyard. 
Others pass you on the way ; 

Wake, and live as an invn\otV^\, 
Lest the end should come xo-^^"^ ^ 



is the blood upon your garments, 
Have you on His pure array ? 

Nought can hide a guilty sinner, 
If in light He come to-day ! 

Are you waiting for the Master ? 

He is surely on His way, 
We can almost hear His footsteps, — 

Blessed Jesus ! come to day ! 

THY love, not mine, oh no ! 
It is not written mine ; 
I am so changeful and so weak, 
Thou, changeless and Divine. 

Thy word, not mine, oh no, 
I can trust nothing mine ; 

My sayings are so poor and weak, 
Eternal truth is Thine. 

Thy way, not mine, oh no. 
The choice must not be mine ; 

I cannot see a step before, 
With Thtt is light DivVtve. 



Thy will, not mine, oh no, 

I would not have it mine ; 
Thy will is wise, and sweet, and best. 

So I can ne'er repine. 

Thy strength, not mine, oh no, 
I praise Thee 'lis not mine, 

It would not last one day of need. 
Almighty strength is Thine. 

Thy work, not mine, oh no, 

I will not have it mine, 
All I may do, I do for Thee, 

I stand on work Divine. 

Thy grace, not mine, oh no, 

feel it is not mine ; 
Through Thee alone I persevere 
And in Thy light shall shine. 



"'glone ot^ev 'glame/* 



THERE was a time I could not see 
The way that since by faith I came, 
When words like these were dark to me, — 
None other name, none other name. 

I thought if I could mouni for sin, 
Perchance his favor I might claim, 

Fd only learned to look within. 

Not the sweet truth, none other name. 

I longed to find the way of peace, 

That might from death my feet reclaim, 

I little thought that it was this 

None other name, none other name. 

Saviour I came, I came to Thee 
All guilt, all dark, all sin, all shame, 

Helpless I cried, save, save Thou me, 
rve heard there is none other name* 
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And now, unworthy though I be, 
My hope, my way is still the same, 

Jesus is all in all for me, 

None other name, none other name. 

Not in my own poor name I stand. 
Nothing" in my own right I claim ; 

But Christ is mine, and I am His, 
And thus I need none other name. 

To stand in His pure righteousness, 

Free through His cross of death and shame ; 

O wondrous plan of strangest grace, 
Yet true, there is none other name. 

Lord, take me, lead me by my hand. 
Thou know*st my sinful, feeble frame. 

Guide safely till in Heaven I stand 
And sing with joy, none other name : 

And help me as I wander here 

To yield Thee what Thy love may claim, 
My heart, my life, purcnased so dear. 

Free bought, there is none other name. 
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"glof far axvat^. 

HEAVEN is not far away ! 
If this thin veil be lifted we are there, 
We live upon its borders day by day, 
And breathe, already, its celestial air. 

Heaven is not far away ! 

We love the same dear Lord they praise 
on high ; 
Redeeming- love has cleansed our sins for aye, 

Our life is hid in Christ beyond the sky. 

Heaven is not far away ! 

Not the dim distance that it sometimes seems, 
The lasting things are there, not here, to-day, 

There is great reality, here are the dreams. 

Heaven is not far away ! 

So many we have loved have gained the 
shore, 
And look across the river as they may, 

And wait our coming to go out wo tcvox^. 



Heaven is not far away ! 

We live on Beulah's heights in sight of home, 
And often to our weary hearts, a ray 

From the celestial city there doth come. 

Heaven is not far away ! 

Nearer than we have fancied it may be, 
Perchance we'll stand before the King to-day. 

We know not, Lord, but leave it all to Thee. 

— -»e — 

" ^6e ^treafter is come up before 

COME up before them to the death 
Of shame upon the cross, 
Coma up to give eternal wealth 
Lest they should suffer loss. 

Come up before them, in His love. 

To intercede on high, 
Come up before the throne above 

To bear them ever tA^Vv, 
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Come up before them, pledge and plea. 

Sweet first-fruits of His own. 
Come up where they His face shall see, 

And share His rightful throne. 

Come up before them by the way 

Of sorrow and of care ; 
He was a wanderer each day 

With none His grief to share. 

Come up before them in the fray 
With fierce temptation's power. 

Come up to cheer their painful way 
In Satan's darkest hour. 

Come up before them to the praise, 

The glory, and the throne ; 
Come up where they iheir voice shall raise 

And see Him as His own. 
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Jlcfs XX, 35. 

IORD to Thee I cannot give, 
^^ 'Tis Thine own prerogative ; 
I am helpless, I am poor. 
Thine the fulness evermore. 

Let me then receptive be 

Drawing all my good from Thee, 
'Tis my need prepares me so 

For Thy grace must needs bestow. 

If I empty all my store, 
'Tis Thy very own before, 

And I but steward, Lord, for Thee, 
Living of Thy bounty free. 

Thou the giver art, my Lord, 
Fountain source by all adored ; 

Blessed Thou to give to me. 
Blessed I to take of Thee. 

I have neither prayer or praise 
Save as these Thy Spirit raise ; 

And for Thee this glowing love 
Only as Thyself she^Vt moN^ 
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Thou of strength the fulness art, 

I the needy counterpart ; 
All the blessedness is Thine, 

All receiving must be mine. 

Thus my Saviour and my Lord, 

I lie so low, be Thou adored ; 
Thou the Blessed must ever be. 

And I am blessed to take of Thee. 

"^^e §?ormaCist. 

MATT. XXV, 42 — 45. 

OHOLY LORD ; when saw we Thee, or 
naked or distressed. 
Hungry or cold, or sick and sad, without a place 
of rest ; 

This could not be in days of ours : we often do 
amiss 

Through weakness and through frailty, but have 

not sinned like this. 

We love Thy sacred form too well, O Christ 

whom we adore, 
We kiss Thy feet in holy thought as mercy we 
Implore ; 
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And even, as on some canvas old, we have des- 
cried Thy face, 

O Saviour, holy tears have come and we have 
felt Thy grace. 

We love Thy Cross, oh glory of this christian 
land of ours, 

We hail the symbol everywhere and wreathe it 
out in flowers. 

We wear it in our gayest moods corrective of 

our life ; 
Thou hast bid us, Lord, to take it up and Thou 

wilt bless the strife. 

We love the Church, the Holy Church, with 
reverence, Saviour, too ; 

The ancient beauty of her shrines with pious joy 

we view. 
The music of her rapturous choirs, — indeed we 

love her well, 

Since childhood's hours she wraps about our 
hearts, — a blessed speW. 
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Lord 'tis Thy House, and we go up to toil with 

holy zest 
At sacred seasons to adorn Thine earthly place 

ot rest : 

We meet Thee there, Thou art not nig-h, save 
in the Holy Place, 

We give Thee all our talents. Lord, as Thou 
hast given us grace. 

The holy coffers, too, we helped, no offertory 

passed. 
Nor lack in all these sacred thin^fs. for- riches 

cannot last ; 

And often large and handsome sums we granted 

to the poor, — 
We ought to think at blessed feasts of those 

whose need is sore. 

And thus, oh Lord, we trust that we, as worship- 
pers of Thee, 

Shall enter in at Heaven's door and all its glory 

see; 
Not sinners in the darkness. Lord, to please 

Thee we have tried, 
O look on us, and then besides, — Thy holy Son 

has died I 
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Ve did it not to Me^ poor souls!— ye did not 

know My grace, 
Alas ! ye in the darkness walked, and thought 

ye saw My face ; 
And works like these were only wrought to still 

vour soul's alarm, 
Or chosen for themselves alone, and poisonous 

their charm. 

/ was not in the Holy Place, except as true 
souls meet; 

Then I am with them, one or two, or in the con- 
course sweet ; 

'Tis written so, — ''Not dwelling now in temples 
made with hands,'' 

That darker day has passed away, and those 
were Jewish lands. 

But I am found for ministry, in the lone wisdom's 

cot, 
Where poverty and sickness come, and the hard 

world marks it not ; 
By the pauper bed in some rude shed may the 

cup of water be, 
And the little child from the slvim^ ^"Q> ^^^ ^'^ 

might clothe and feed lor "iJl^* 



4« 

I have need of none of these beautiful things, I 

cannot, away, away I 
The earth is Mine, I have formed it all, and 

your fruit and your flowers so gay, 
Shall I take them back at your puny hands, 

these things I have given to you ? 
Ah ! no, 'tis your hearts^ only these would I have, 

to create and to form them anew. 



Not the judgment seat yet, — not the end of the 

course. 
There is hope, — 'tis for SINNERS alone, — 
Then come as ye are, leaving all ye have done. 
For 'tis only the BLOOD can atone. 
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O CHRIST, Thou Perfect One, 
Chief of ten thousand, best. 
Thou art the Bridegroom of my soul, 
In Thee alone I rest. 

I am forgetting self, 

And my deformity, 
Just resting in Thy choice of grace 

And gazing upon Thee. 

And t/l love Thee more, 

Am truer to Thy will ? 
It is that Thou art holding sway, 

And I am very still. 

I had been weary sore, 
The prayer oft on my lip, 

Waiting so long for answering^ 
For loving fe\\o>ws\vvp. 
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Where every step is muffled. The dense air 

Carries no ringing voices on its tardy way. 

Nature alone in all her thousand halls 

Is full of life, and stir, and energy ; 

And gorgeous fruits and flowers blush and glow 

Round every homestead prodigal and free. 

Look into this still chamber where the sisters sit, 

And watch, and wait, and hide their welling tears. 

Lazarus has fallen sick four days agone. 

And every setting sun since then has seen him 
lower sink. 

And every day ot its bright shining, bringing 
others health, 

Has only fed the fierce fever's burning that has 

laid him low. 

And set with deepening damask the bright hectic 
spot 

Upon the hollow cheek. The lustrous eyes 

Look as if lighted by some strange electric fire, 

So dark, so large, so dangerously beautiful 

With the rare glow that parting sunset spreads 

Over the day's last hour, and only dissolution 
throws 

Over a human face. The pale high forehead 

Is cold and calm and dewy now vjVxiv dei^tiv^ 
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And all its clustering locks are damp and chill. 
The weary limbs are still and peaceful laid 
After the weary tossings of delirium. 
And where is Jesus all the while 
That these deep waters surge around their feet, 
Where is the frequent and beloved Visitor ? 
There is the quiet chamber with its snowy white, 
His chamber, held in constant glad reserve. 
Untenanted. And in. the quiet parlour stands 

the chair 
He oft has occupied, vacant and drear 
Set by the litde window whence He loved to 

watch 
The purple peaks and green slopes of the hills 
Around Jerusalem, and trace the snowy clouds 
Sailing the azure blue, the pavement of His native 

Heaven, 
Where ? The fleet trusty messenger had gone 
And safely borne the tidings days ago, 
^ Lazarus of Bethany, Thy friend, is very sick.' 
And still the sisters w«iit, and watch, and weep. 
And ever and anon, as one stands by 
And smooths the coverlid, or turns the hot pillow. 
The other one, the same kindred ttvow^\\N.\xv€>:^^^ 

£?rea5t, 
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Glides stealthy from the room, and for the hun- 
dredth time 
Gaining the garden's lowly fence, looks longingly, 
And half afraid of disappointment still, 
And scans the village street to see if Jesus comes. 

And thus they watch and wait, really, two 

comings, 
Shall the Master's step be heard, and His loved 

form 
Familiar, break upon the scene, a sweet relief, 
Or shall He tarry, and let Death enter in to do 

his awful work ? 

Ah 1 aching hearts, and dark and bitter question- 
ings, 
Did He not love us, does He cease to ove. 
Can He not help us, does He lack 
The sympathy or power, what does it mean ? 

And the dear sufferer has often asked. 
And oft been answered with some loving subter- 
fuge. 
What is the hour ? Has Jesus come ? 

O it is hard to trust Him now, and not one word 
from Him, 
But He shall come, and come al H\?» be^it tiicie^ 
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And His great love is not one whit the less, 
And this shall be for God's great glory in the 
end. 

3ep^. it, 16, 17. 

GOD is resting, ever resting 
In His love to me ; 
am testing, often testing 
That great love so free. 
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God is singing, ever singing 

Over me in bliss ; 
Bells of joy are often ringing 

In my heart for this. 

God is meeting, ever meeting 
With the sprinkled blood, 

I am greeting, gladly greeting 
That most precious flood. 

God is gazing, ever gazing 
On my Surety's face ; 

I am praising, often praising 
His i$ the Holy YUc^* 
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God beholding, now beholding 

In His Son complete, 
Loves me perfectly, unfolding 

All that love so sweet. 

God is waiting, yes is waiting 
My Home-coming way, 

I am often antedating 
That most blessed day. 

God is caring, always caring 

For my every need, 
ril not trouble for my faring. 

Since He cares indeed. 

God is sending, ever sending 
Fresh supplies of grace ; 

I rejoice to be depending 
As I run my race. 

God is planning, yes is planning 
All the untrodden way, 

I will not be anxious scanning 
Aught beyond to-day. 
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^^ai t0 i^e §oi? of S^eaven? 

WHAT is the joy of Heaven 
When the last tie is riven, 
The victory won, 
The conflict done, 
When travel stained 
The city's gained. 
What is the joy of Heaven ? 

This is the joy of Heaven, 
From sin that is forgiven 

To be all pure 

And to endure, 

Faultless to stand 
At God's right hand. 
This is the joy of Heaven. 

This is the joy of Heaven, 
When the glad summons given. 

For aye to rest 
My weary breast, 
My griefs all o'er 
For evermore, — 
This is the joy oi Re^N^xv* 
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This is the joy of Heaven, 
When the last chord is riven, 

These feet shall pass 
The sea of glass, 
This land shall hold 
A harp of gold, — 

This is the joy of Heaven. 

This is the joy of Heaven, 
For this I have long striven, 
It is to be 
From sorrow free, 
My tears all stayed 
Each fear allayed, — 

This is the joy of Heaven. 

This is the joy of Heaven, 
In the home of the glad forgiven 
To meet once more 
Upon its shore, 
The dear ones gone 
Who left me lone, — 

This is the joy of Heaven, 
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This is the joy of Heaven, 
When my happy entrance given, 
To greet in light 
Each robed in white. 
My converts dear 
From far and near, — 
This is the joy of Heaven. 

This is the joy of Heaven 
When ihe last link is riven, 

To praise for aye, 
And tune my lay 
Among the throng, 
In sinless song, — 
This is the joy of Heaven. 



Nay this, this is the joy of Heaven, 
And soon it shall be given ; 

With Christ to be, 
His face to see. 
From Him to sever. 
Never, oh ! never, — 
Christ is the joy of Heaven ! 
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ESUS, keep me all this day, 

For so soon I go astray, 
Hear and keep me, Lord, I pray, 
Keep me this day ! 

Jesus, keep me at the board 
Kindly by Thy bounty stored, — 
As I eat, Thy grace be poured, — 

Keep me this day ! 

If my duty be the mart, 
In the concourse kept apart. 
To its anchorage hold my heart, — 

Keep me this day ! 

If to-day I travel far 

Let no stain my spirit mar, 

Journey with me like a star, — 

Keep me thl^ dgi^ ^ 
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Keep me in the hour of prayer 
When to Thee I glad repair, 
Lest I sin and wander there, — 

Keep me this day 1 

When the trial time is near, 

Some harsh word may wound my ear. 

Keep me gentle, in Thy fear, 

Keep me this day ! 

Keep me in the converse near 
With the friends I hold so dear, 
Make me in Thy sight sincere, — 

Keep me this day! 

Keep me when with pen in hand. 

Let me, at Thy own command 

Send some seed truth o'er the land, — 

Keep me this day ! 

Keep me if Thy message sweet 
Through my lips some other greet, 
Grant me all the meekness meet, — 



o 
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Keep me when my pillow pressed, 
At its closing I shall rest, 
Then and now by Thee possessed, 

Keep me this day ! 

^nZxi fiCC f^c "horning. 



NLY till the morning! let us watch and 



wait, 

Soon shall come the opening of the golden gate 
Only till the morning, Jesus will appear, 
All our sorrows ended, calmed our every fear. 

Only till the morning ! we shall see His face 
We shall bow before Him, praise Him for His 

grace ; 
Only till the morning, we with Him shall stand, 
Hear our loving welcome to the better Land. 

Only till the morning ! we shall rise in light 
Clad in lustrous raiment of most snowy white, 
Like our Lord for ever, holy all and pure. 
In HJs likeness shining, ever to exvivjor^* 
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Only till the morning ! we shall meet again, 
Partings will be over, over every pain ; 
Only till the morning, darkness will be past, 
And beyond earth's changes we shall be, at last. 

Only till the morning ! it will not be long. 
Soon we'll join the chorus of the eternal song ; 
Weeping will be finished, sinning will be done. 
Fought will be the battle and the victory won. 

Only till the morning I light is in the sky, 
We shall know the summons, 'tis but by and by; 
We can hear His footfall, He is nigh at last. 
Soon waiting shall be turned to sight and watch- 
ing will be past. 

Only till the morning I Jesus quickly come 
The night is all too long and sad, we fain would 

be at home ; 
Now mountains of division oft hide Thee from our 

eyes ; 
O quickly come, Lord Jesus, and call us to the 

skies. 
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OSOUL of mine how dark thou art ! 
And yet I strive after the way of life, 
And as I fancy that I gain a near approach 
It but eludes my grasp, end leaves me dark. 
O narrow road to Heaven ! why art thou made 
So steep and difficult ? My feet 
Are weak, and oft slip backward as I climb, 
And I am faint and weary with the toil. 
O Lord, my God, though Thou art Love itself, 
The "altogether lovely," my sad wayward heart 
Wanders from Thee, — aye, but methinks 
It never yet has found Thee what Thou surely art. 

Thou art our Father, but afar off still. 
Seeming half angry and unreconciled. 

Christ, my Lord, Thou Saviour of the world. 
From childhood's hours IVe learned to lisp ITiy 

name, 

1 know Thou died'st to save my guilty soul 
And yet I am not saved, else why 

TA/s ///elessne$s, this sin, this tms^T'j . 



Where shall I turn, how reach the beacon height 

Still towering far above, for now I faint ? 

Even in prayer I ever seem to hear 

But the sad echo of my heart and not Thy voice : 

And Thy own holy Book is dark to me, 

Its words not living truth's reality. 

And yet I thank Thee, Lord, that Thou hast put 

The taper light of conscience in my breast. 

This would I follow till I find the light ; 

Till the full beams of Him the Sun of righteousness 

Shine on my soul and cheer my darkened path. 

Like Him, whose footprints we should follow 
when on earth, 

Gave Himself up for others, doing good. 

So would I fain tread in His steps; come Charity, 

Sweet grace that Heaven approves, come, help 
thou me 

To minister to all that need. And Duty, come. 

We will go hand in hand, and thou shalt bless 
me too. 

And thus Fll track to their deep source 

The streams of piety, and they shall bear my 
barque 

In the dim future to the sea of Life I 
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Poor wandering" one, I've heard thy weeping voice 
Have followed thee, and followed thee to save. 

Poor Iamb ! thou hast wandered on the dangerous 

cliff, 
Downwards there frowns the gloomy precipice, 
And on a narrow ledge thou standest bleating 

low; 
Thou are to weak to escape, and can'st not long 

remain ; 
Thou can'st not save thyself, nor climb nor fall 

except to die. 

I the Good Shepherd am, and strong My arm. 

And full my heart of deepest tenderness. 

Thou needest righteousness, but all thou need'st 

I am, 
I bid thee in thy weakness trust in Me, and trust 

in Me shall save. 
And art thou yet too proud, and fain would'st find 
A Saviour for thyself, thus spurning ME ! 
Seek not to take my chief prerogative away ; 
These plans, these duties, these put in My place 
But leave thee all unsaved, the gift is mine : 
It were not purchased by the noblest deeds, 
It Is not merited or bartered lYv\is\ 
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When thou art saved I will accept 
Thy free-will offerings and thy sacrifice ; 
But I, myself, have paid the guilty debt, 
Take from my bleeding hand the full discharge. 



^aaZx — §s^at. 

THERE was a time ©f dangerous death 
Within this soul of mine, 
Ere yet the light had shone, or breath 
Had moved of life divine : 

True God was holy, I was sin ; 

But no deep thoughts were stirred, 
And all seemed very vague and dim, 

And dark the truth I heard. 

Then I was wakened by the law, 

I felt its power steal> 
Myself a ruined sinner saw, 

And I had no appe^X -, 
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Now Jesus burst upon my view, 

The Lamb of Calvary ; 
I saw Him suffer all my due, 

And through Him I was free. 

Yes, Baali, indeed, I said, 

My homage I accord, 
I own Thee Saviour, Sovereign, Head, 

My soul's most holy Lord. 

I praised Thee for the sweet relief 
That bade my sins remove ; 

But still I felt Thy Lordship chief. 
And not Thy grace and love. 

Now Ishai, whispers low my heart ; 

Thy love and law I greet. 
My fear lest I should e'er depart 

The rule of love so sweet. 

My soul disputes no word of Thine, 

Obedient I would be, 
And I would fain fulfil each line. 
Just for the love of Thee, 
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Sweet will of Thine, that guides for me, 
And all my life has planned ; 

'Twere desolate to wander free, 
Unfettered by Thy hand ! 

Lost in Thy will, and way, and love, 

I know no earthly care. 
And soon shall be with Thee above. 

And faultless serve Thee there. 



— 4SVo*3fr— 



JESUS calls you ! weary Christian, — 
Sweetly calls you to abiding rest ; 
Hear His accents low and tender, 
'Take my yoke and you are fully 
blessed/' 
Hear the call, and yield your members 

Time and talents, all your will, 
You ehall know His blessed fulness^ 
And His love your sou\ ^\va!OL^* 
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Jesus calls you I idle Christian, — 

Calls you loudly to His vineyard fair, 
Fields are ripe and harvest ready, 

There's a bright reward to share ; 
Sinners dying, Christ is coming. 

And the end is hastening fast ; 
You by grace shall enter Heaven, — 

Will you have no crown at last ? 

Jesus calls you ! guilty sinner, — 

Calls you quickly to His bleeding side, 
Leave the tempter, quit your pleasures, 

See His arms extended wide : 
You are dying, you are guilty, 

Sad remorse within your breast, — 
Jesus calls you, guilty sinner, 

Calls you now to give you rest. 



— <JI'0<!^— 
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BLESSED Jesus ! let no other 
Share this glowing heart with Thee, 
Bridegroom Thou, and elder Brother, 

Born for my adversity : 
Thou hast met my soul's deep danger 

At the cross of Calvary ; 
Thou, the spotless One, a stranger 
To the guilt Thou took'st for me. 
Jesus, my Lord, 

Thou lovest me for ever, 
And I shall part from Thee 
Never, no never ! 

I shall be beyond the weeping 

Bye and by, bye and by, 
The eternal Sabbath keeping 

In the realms beyond the sky ; 
I shall soon be at the portal 

Where they lay the burdens down, 
I shall pass, a glad immortal, 

Leave the cross, and take the crowa. 
Jesus, my 'Lord^ 5slc, 
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Through Thy righteousness and merit 

I shall see Thee face to face ; 
I shall endless joy inherit 

In that bright and happy place : 
Where in white they serve Thee purely 

I shall wave my palm and sing ; 
I, so weak, through grace shall surely 

Stand, at last, before my King. 
Jesus, my Lord, &c. 

Loving Saviour, best and dearest, 

I would daily shine for Thee ; 
Be Thou by me ever nearest, 

For Thy glory I would be ; 
While I wait. Lord, let no other 

Share this glowing heart with Thee : 
Bridegroom Thou, and more than Brother, 

Make me, keep me true to Thee. 
Jesus, my Lord, &c. 



.^.45.0^— 
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glisters of ^en. 

'' T7ISHERSofmen/' had Jesus said, 
J~^ And called me sweet and low, 
My heart obeyed and echoed back 
Yes, Lord, for Thee I go. 

I sailed upon the deep blue lake. 

My given craft was plied, 
'Twas full of joy to tell the tale 

Of Jesus crucified ; 

Sweet craft, to gather souls of men. 

To labour as one free, 
Sweet tale to tell of willing love 

That suffered all for me ; 

Sweet hours of toil with Heaven so near, 
Of conscious message borne, 

Sweet smiles of those so late forgiven, 
Sweet tears for sin who mourn. 

Now lies my barque as if asleep, 

As the days go and come. 
Nor busy step, nor cheery stir, 

The flagging ^2l\\^ ^xe ^\yre^. 
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I sit beside the deep blue lake, 
With its full bounty swelled, 

Wash my foul net, and mend the mesh 
That lost more than it held : 

And souls of men lie here in crowds, 
And they will hear to day ; 

And as I wait, and rest, and weep. 
They hurry on their way. 

Ah ! me, that I may truer be. 
Meet for the Master's hand 

To thrust, once more, into the deep 
At His well-loved command. 

This waiting, richest weal shall be, 
This weakness serve Thee still, 

If quiet, I am nearer Thee 
And better learn Thy will. 



— ii*^*— 
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WE'RE going home to glory soon, 
To see the City bright, 
To walk the golden streets of Heaven, 

And bask in God's own light ; 
But some of you are out of Christ, 

And held by many a snare, — 
We cannot leave you lost and lone, 
We want you Over There I 

The pearly gates will open wide. 

And we shall enter in. 
To know henceforth no tear or sigh 

No sorrow and no sin ; 
O come with us by Jesus' blood, 

That land is bright and fair, — 
We cannot leave you lost and lone. 

We want you Over There ! 

We come to tell the story true 

Of love so rich and free, 
A crucified and loving Lord 

Has grace ior you ^xv^ xcva \ 
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O, listen to His loving* voice, 
O part with sin and care, — 

We cannot leave you lost and lone, 
We want you Over There 

We know the time is fleeting fast, 

The Lord is near at hand, 
O sinner seek the ark of grace, 

Its doors wide open stand ; 
Christ will not always waiting be, 

To trifle do not dare, — 
We cannot leave you lost and lone, 

We want you Over There ! 



BY the right way, with every pang of sorrow, 
With every gleam of brightness and of 
blue, 
Sunshine to-day, and storm again to-morrow ; 
I/ere the bright skies, and there l\ve sotr^ai^ Vu^* 
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The checquered childhood with its tears and 

brightness, 
Shadows so gentle in soft tints of grey ; 
The wildwood pleasures and exhuberant lightness 
The transient griefs so soon to pass away ! 

The mingled chastisement and helpful pleasure, 
Each interlaced, in loving wisdom planned, 
The trials meted out with careful measure, 
The brightness sown broadcast on every hand. 

By the right way, though each fond hope we 

cherish, 
Bleed with the pruning, and now prostrate lies ; 
Who would not have the early petals perish 
To set in fruit immortal in the skies ? 

Perchance the water marks of sorrow higher, 
Which once were shallow, rising to the brim, 
So deep to swim in, but since Christ is nigher 
'Tis the right way, and we can trust in Him. 

By the right way, since we have learned the 

gladness 
Of those forgiven, of ibo^^ \xvQcvx\^x n;\vj^ ^\sc^^^ 
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Of those whose pathway through this world of 

sadness 
Shall lure some other to that Better Land. 

The days of strength, or of that strength dimin- 
ished. 
The way hedged in so painfully we knew not why, 
The life pattern we had pictured so unfinished, 
Shall light up in grand Mosaic in Hh presence 
bye and by. 

And looking back o'er time's concluded story 
With the clear vision of eternal day, 
One loud acclaim shall echo through the glory : 
He led us safely by the one right way. 
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Jl 0un6Ce of ^^rr^ is m^ n>eCr= 
^erot)e6 unfo me." 

O CHRIST, I need Thy fragrance, 
For I am foul within, 
ThoM dost revive my spirit, 
Dost cleanse me irom a\\ ^\x\-, 
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Myrrh, allocs, and sweet cassia, 

Thou bringest all to me, 
I am a feeble sinner 

And Thou my only plea, — 
All the night long till morning break 
Rest in this heart its fragance make. 

O Christ, Thou art my medicine. 

My soul is low and faint ; 
O heal all my diseases. 

And list to my complaint 
Stay me while weak I wander 

A weary pilgrim here ; 
Thou art my strength eternal, 
And I have not a fear. — 
All the night till morning break 
Rest in this heart its health to make. 

Christ, Thou hast such plenty 
Of good, for me, for all, 

1 do not rob Thy fulness 

When for Thy help I call. 
Full as the ocean, changeless 
As its deep sweWmg \AdLfe,» 



78 

Thou hast my store of blessing, 
What can I crave beside. — 
All the night long till morning break 
Rest in this heart its wealth to make. 

O Christ Thou art my beauty, 

My comeliness, my all, 
Chiefest among ten thousand 

On Thee I helpless fall : 
Decked in Thy robe so spotless 

Of perfect righteousness, 
Yet make me towards Thy likeness 

Unconsciously to press.— 
All the night long till morning break. 
Rest in this heart its joy to make. 

Christ, Thou art so precious. 
So dear beyond all word, 

1 marvel the bestowment 

Of such to be iny Lord. 
I cannot claim Thy blessing, 

I can but take it free, 
And praise Thee tor Thy bounty 

And rest, my Lord, in Thee. — 

All the night long till morning break, 
Rest in this heart it& bliss to m^k^» 
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FELLOWSHIP at the dawning, 
With the first streak of grey, 
Fellowship in the morning 
As I begin the day. 

Fellowship, sleeping, lying 
Hearing the hours chime, 

Fellowship when I'm dying, — 
Fellowship all the time. 

Fellowship, quietly roaming 
The halls of nature's store ; 

Fellowship in the gleaning 
When the work of the day is o'er. 

Fellowship in the sadness 

That I may restful be. 
Fellowship in the gladness 

To make it safe for me. 

Fellowship in my working. 

Deep in my inmost soul. 
Fellowship lest there be lurking 

Some self, to spo\\ iW N^YvO^fc, 



Fellowship, gilding the duties 
Common, and stale, and small, 

Fellowship, bringing real beauties 
Into them, one and all. 

Fellowship, washing the feet, 

Doing it just for Thee, 
Fellowship, filling the highest seat 

With equal simplicity. 

Fellowship, making applause, 

A thing of naught to be. 
Fellowship true, that only draws 

Its complacency. Lord, from Thee. 

Fellowship deep in the sorrow 

With which Thy pure bosom is rent. 

Making to-day and to-morrow 

Not for self, but for Thee to be spent. 

Fellowship soon in the glory 

When time shall have all passed away. 
When with praise my salvations glad story 

Face to face, I shall tell Thee for aye. 
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*"§^t? Witt 6c bone." 
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HY will be done ! '* Twas once a 
prayer 

But formal on my thoughtless tongue ; 
'Twas true the words were uttered there, 
But from no hidden depths were wrung. 



Long after, as I wandered on 

And came to know my debt was paid, 
Although my load of sins was gone, 

With bated breath the words were said. 

I feared 'twould strip me bare to say 
Thy will be done. Each lovely thing 

Would leave me lone and flee away, 
And every joy be on the wing. 

But now I know Thy blessed will 
Plans the most loving thing for me, 

And all the keeping is but ill 
If it should not seem goo^ VciTNNefcN 
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And 1 would be some ocean shell, 
Boasting no music as its strain, 

And only giving* out so well 
The echos of its native main. 

Thy will is best where' r I rove, 
For me, for all, for everyone ; 

I shall not injure those I love 
By pleading that it may be done. 

Most passionate appeal I know, 

Most honest prayer, so safe for me ; 

Wishes or plans I can forego, 

Knowing, so well. Thy bounty free. 

Thy will is now the softest band, 
Holding me safely in its sway : 

I covet much Thy dear command, 
I could not chose so sweet a way. 

" Thy will be done," 'tis sweet to pray 

Amid the chaos and the din ; 
With the heart sickening day by day 
At all the sorrow and tV\^ sm. 
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" Thy will be done '' in Heaven at last 
Shall be once more my unused prayer ; 

Since darkness shall be overpast, 
And all shall gladly do it There ! 



Jlffernoon. 

5 '^ I ^IS the afternoon of life with me now, 

J^ And I sit in the sloping sun ; 
The work of the day is under my hand, — 
Perhaps it is nearly done. 

'Tis the afternoon stillness reigning around, 

The rush of the day is o'er, 
No great changes shall move if they come to 
me here, 

It is quietness now evermore. 

'Tis the afternoon brightness gilding all 
And the morning mists have cleared ; 

Was there haze or grey in the narrow waY> 
II is gone as my Heavetv \s» Tv^^.x^<i.. 



'Tis the afternoon, quiet, leisure now : 

Either my work is light, 
Or each moment brings strength as the duties 
arise, 

So they come to me easy and light. 

'Tis the afternoon resting so calm and so sweet 

On the faithfulness and grace 
Of a long tried Lord, a right Royal One 

Who lets me see His face. 

'Tis the afternoon waiting, so briefly to end, 
For the shadows are lengthening fast ; 

It is grand to be looking with certainty now, 
For so soon all of earth must be passed. 

Tis the afternoon of life with me now, 

And I sing in the sloping sun ; 
It is quiet and bright, it is restful and glad. 

And the journey is nearly done. 



— 4S>^^— 
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^^e ^ovexnment JS^ctCC Be upon 
^is s^ouC&er. 

I LEAVE all my sins with Jesus, 
The sins of my M'hole life long, 
I know they are many and shameful, 
But His love it is deep and strong ; 
It is not that I am worthy, 

But He suffered to set me free, 
And His blood is the ransom price precious 
That opens the Pearl Gate for me. 

I leave all my sorrows with Jesus, 

There are trials for each of us here, 
And the foot it must often be weary, 

And the eye will be filled with a tear ; 
But Christ was a Man of sorrows 

And His track on before me I see, 
And rough is the wilderness journey 

But He carries m7 sorxo^^ ^xA^csfc^ 
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1 leave all my i)urdens with Jesus, 

He knoweth the way that I take, 
He says that He never will leave me, 

And never, no never forsake ; 
So I carry no cares as I wander 

But lean on His own loving breast, 
And though I am tempted and busy 

He keeps me in quiet and rest. 

I leave all my future with Jesus, 

He has told me that He will provide, 
On His shoulder the government resting 

What harm can there ever betide ? 
Day by day I shall traverse the journey, 

Step by step He will lead me along, 
And my feet shall soon walk the bright City, 

And my lips join the heavenly song. 



•*4*kh3^-. 
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ONLY an earthen vessel, 
So mean, so poor, and so rough, 
That I marvel His gracious owning, 

But He chose me and that is enough ; 
Chose .me to hold Jits treasure 

With no fitness than I can command, 
So that if Pd be used in His service 
I must lie very close to His hand. 

Only an earthern vessel. 

And I don't know if I dream. 
But others look far more worthy, 

And of gold and of silver they seem ; 
He has thousands who covet to please Him, 

And they teem o'er this bright Christian land, 
So that if Vd be used in His service, 

I must lie very close to His hand. 

Only an earthen vessel. 

But I in craving so pure to be 
That as oft as the master, needeth 

Hi$ hand might Ughx oxv m^ \ 



No soiling of sin to hinder 

When He gives me some well-loved com- 
mand, 
Because I am kept for His service, 

And am lying so close to His hand. 

Only an earthen vessel, 

But just filled with Christ to the brim, 
Replenished so well and so freshly 

That each one may see but Him ; 
And it may be the humbler vessel 

May suit, after all, His command, 
For He shall have all the bright glory, 

And ril only lie close to His hand. 




You are climbing up the breezy hill, but I 
am wandering down, 
Wy foot is near the threshold and my eye is on 
crown. 
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Your guerdon is the marriage ring and the God- 
given love, 

The enthusiasm of my soul is to join the ranks 
above. 



I chide not for there is no wrong, only our path- 
ways cross, 

And to take the joys that bloom for you to me 
were only loss ; 

IVe tried each source of gladness here, and 
traced each earthly spring, 

And there's little left to stir me now save the 
presence of the King. 

'Tis well each post of usefulness should be filled 
up I know, 

We must not all get too Home-sick to serve our 
Lord below ; 

But I am very weary, and have laboured long 
and fast. 

Am spoiled so much for earthly things and my 
vigour seems all past. 



So we part upon the threshold, and I am entering 

in. 
You staying back to fight the foe and to wrestle 

with the sin ; 

To win more jewels for His crown, and to run 
the earnest race, 

But I go in to see the King and to gaze upon 
His face. 



^-^Q^ty^ 




%i^e border ^mt6. 

I AM not sorrowful, yet I often think 
There is not far to journey ere I rest, 
I feel my weary feet are near the brink 
Of the deep river with the shining crest. 

I am not careful, for it is His care 

Whose child I am, to order what shall be. 
And J am resting, gladly, anywhere, 
That He shall lead and sl'iW ab\de nn'\\5ci tcv^» 
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And life seem^ all to lie behind me now, 
It's so fall of changes following fast, 

The bourne seems almost gained, and round 
my brow 
Hints ot the coming brightness shine at last. 

So I'm waiting very quietly for my dear Lord 
to come, 
Or to send some trusty messenger to call 
me sweetly home ; 
It is not long I'm tarrying, and Tm resting in 
His love, 
And I know a special mansion waits in the 
Father's House above. 
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